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Then who "will throw the stone of blame Or write " Dishonest" on my name ? Go, ask the dhobi, those who would be wiser, In sharing aught if ever I played miser ?
The darzi and mochi * too you'll find Will still aver I was ever kind. Ample I gave.   They were well content, For I never took more than fifty per cent. 'Tis an easy rate to work in one's brain.
The Sahib pays ten rupees. I pass on five to the tailor man,
And keep the rest as my fees.
Peace I peace I my friends, there is no need To applaud too loud the generous deed. 'Twas simple justice.   The manual labour Was done by an image of God, my neighbour, And I would deem it scarcely righti Did I give naught to the lowly wight. More arduous mine the mental toil, But always I shared an equal spoil. The Sahib pays ; he can afford, Who rules as arbiter and lord. But still some judgment is required
To know how much and when and where To extract the due amount desired,
And this has been my special care. And year in> year out, whate'er befell, Ye will grant I succeeded fairly well. * Tailor and, shoemaker.